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wonderful quality of being picturesque. A man related
to me that he was in the House one night when the Parlia-
mentary bore Chisholm Anstey had been on his legs half
an eternity, and he met Dizzy coming down the gang-
way, and said : 'You turn your back on your supporter?7
Dizzy replied: 'I've had enough of that Saracen's
Head creaking in the wind.' Saracens' Heads used to
be common as Inn-signs, and many a traveller must have
heard them creaking through the long night hours.
Could any illustration better describe the bore? I have
not seen this printed and it should be.

I wish I were about in the world to give you com-
munications more petillantes. You should be in London
now, and will hear and see and will excuse my stateness.
I trust that your father's health has improved. Mine
drags on as usual. No coup de foudre of late. I have
had the vision of you shining salt in the sea-breeze and
inspiring a grey Triton with the passion to enfold and
bear you to his domain.

I have been reading some French novels, impishly
slimy. A book to be recommended, I shall finish next
week. It is on Tiberius,1 whose character I have long
thought was falsified by Tacitus. Please let me send it.
I fear you think I rain books on you, and I want you to
read History.

My Lady has Diana's brows,
Diana's deer-like step is hers;
A goddess she by every sign,
Then wherefore is she not divine?
She has no ears for lovers' vows,
For lovers' vows she has no ears.

Not to be outdone in the formalities, I beg to subscribe
myself, with the utmost sincerity, yours affectionately,

GEORGE MEREDITH.

1 Tiberius the Tyrant, by J. C. Tarver.       How            it?
